The guests did not know who the simply-dressed woman    285
was.   When some one pointed her out, they said, "She
talks with people as if she were just one of them—isn't
she charming?'7
In his private life Pilsudski had one great passion—
children. He loved them and trusted them, and they loved
him instinctively. They called him "Dziadek" (grand-
father—or rather, granddaddy), whether they knew him
or not. Inaccessible to the general public, children could
always reach him. He would sit on the steps at the Bel-
vedere with groups of children around him like a flock
of birds. He watched their games and dances, heard them
recite poems, praised and applauded them. His eyes were
never stern then, there was no frown on his face. The
first in the nation, he had much of the child in him. His
love was repaid by all the children of Poland.
When he was middle-aged his two daughters brought
a new richness and happiness into his life. They were
named Wanda and Jadwiga, for a famous legendary prin-
cess and a great queen of Poland. One of his close friends
to whom he was showing the baby Wanda, asked, "You
surely wanted a son?"
"Do you know? I didn't/' was the answer. "What
would be my son's fate? He couldn't accomplish more
than I have—the Polish state exists. And to be during
one's whole life such a Wladyslaw Mckiewicz, son of
Adam, always distinguished from other men, always hav-
ing attention drawn to him just because he is the son of
our great poet—that is surely a fate no one can envy/'
The Marshal was never too busy to stop for a chat
with his daughters, whom he loved exceedingly. His eyes
shone when he looked at them, and when they were with
him in public his face wore a happy look. An old friend
of the Marshal said, "The adjutants had orders to let the
two girls come into the workroom.  He would interrupt
our talk and call them to Mm. They would nestle fondly
close to him. At such a moment I could feel aU cares and

